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■ SHUT  OUT  FROM  TWO 

WORLDS 

LIFE  WITHOUT  SIGHT 
AND  SOUND 


"JpHis  is  a beautiful  and  touching 
story  _ of  one  who  lost  her 
sight  when  she  was  only  a child 
of  eleven,  and  on  whom  deafness 
crept  till  at  last  her  hearing  van- 
ished, and  the  worlds  of  sound  and 
sight  were  both  shut  out  from  her. 
first  one  can  think  only  of 
the  unbearable  sadness  of  such 
an  event.  To  be  shut  out  from  the 
light  of  the  Sun,  the  sight  of  the 
flowers,  would  be  more  than  most 
of  us  believe  we  could  bear;  but 
to  be  in  soundless  darkness  ! 

Vet  this  is  not,  indeed,  a sad 
story.  It  is  rather  the  joyful 
message  of  one  who  tells  us  how  the 
love  of  those  about  her  sustained 
her,  and  how  that  mightier  Love 
with  which  God  encompasses  us, 
and  which,  with  the  deepening  of 
our  troubles,  gives  us  greater 
strength  to  bear  them,  led  to  the 
way  out  of  the  valley  of  darkness. 
fathers  have  triumphed  over  such 
infirmities.  The  name  of  one 
who  did,  Helen  Keller,  the  American 
girl  stricken  blind  and  deaf  and 


dumb  when  a little  child,  . who 
mastered  science  and  philosophy 
and  literature  in  spite  of  her 
affliction,  will  come  into  everyone’s 
mind.  We  have  already  told  her 
story  here,  and  it  was  the  inspira- 
tion of  Helen  Keller,  her  great 
example  and  the  letters  she  wrote, 
which  helped  to  lift  the  burden 
from  the  lady  who  writes  this  story. 

TAur  contributor,  Madame  Bertha 
Galeron  de  Calonne,  is  a lady 
of  great  culture  in  France,  a poet, 
and  it  is  a jov  to  give  this  story  of 
her  struggle.  In  it  we  can  read  how, 
little  by  little,  some  trifling  lighten- 
ing of  the  burden  came  to  her, 
tinged  with  the  love  of  those  about 
her.  One  of  the  most  touching  of 
her  revelations  is  that  in  sub- 
stituting touch  for  hearing  she 
learned  to  know  what  was  going 
on  about  her  by  vibrations.  These 
vibrations  were,  she  says,  the  echoes 
of  the  lives  of  others.  Is  it  not  like  a 
parable — that  in  the  lives  and  happi- 
ness of  others  lies  the  comfort  for 
what  is  sad  in  our  own  ? 


THE  STORY  OF  A WOMAN  WHO  WAS  STRONG 

AND  OF  GOOD  COURAGE 


Cor  twenty  years  I had  been  deaf. 

1 This  affliction  came  upon  me  in 
my  eleventh  year,  a few  weeks  after 
I,  had  finally  lost  my  sight.  This 
deafness  did  not,  however,  amount 
to  a very  great  inconvenience,  for 
with  a great  effort  I was  able  to 
recognise  the  true  ring  of  the  voice. 
Music  gave  me  elevating  impres- 
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sions  of  beauty,  and  extreme  plea- 
sure ; but  I could  not  very  well 
hear  the  piano,  the  violin,  or  the 
singing  voice  unless  I listened  at 
close  quarters.  Again,  it  was  easy 
for  me  to  hear  people  who  read  to 
me.  In  my  father’s  house  every- 
body was  eager  to  do  so,  and  it  was 
the  saving  of  my  life.  * 
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Deafness,  of  course,  acts  as  an 
isolation,  in  whatever  degree  it 
exists  ; but  how  much  greater  is 
the  isolation  when  deafness  is  added 
to  blindness  ! However,  I was  far 
from  being  separated  from  others  to 
the  degree  which  one  would  be 
inclined  to  believe.  In  our  circle 
my  friends  were  in  the  habit  of 
gathering  so  closely  around  me  that 
it  was  only  necessary  for  them  to  lean 
a little  towards  me,  without  moving 
their  seats,  to  converse  so  that  I 
could  hear.  So,  in  spite  of  all,  I 
managed  to  live  pretty  well  like  the 
rest  of  the  world. 

At  the  time  of  which  I speak  I 
was  not  sensible  of  great  loneliness. 

I had  no  need  for  resignation.  I 
had  been  for  live  years  the  happy 
mate  of  the  most  noble  of  men.  We 
lived  at  Bucharest,  and  in  that  city, 
where  I was  surrounded  by  friends, 
never  had  mv  existence  had  more 
free  play  ; never  had  it  been  so  full 
and  overflowing  with  love.  The 
sweet  joys  and  duties  of  mother- 
hood were  mine.  Once  again  I held 
in  my  arms  a child  I was  proud  of 
being  able  to  nurse.  I had  with 
me,  to  help  me  in  the  care  ol  my 
little  girl  in  that  distant  country 
whose  language  I did  not  know,  a 
faithful  and  devoted  woman  who 
had  long  been  in  service  in  my 
home.  I had  every  happiness  and 
every  security.  My  infirmities  were 
almost  forgotten,  so  little  did  I find 
them  in  the  way  ! 

On  a bright  Sunday  morning,  one 
of  those  rare,  happy  days  my  hus- 
band and  I could  spend  together, 
the  mail  from  France  brought  me  a 
surprise — a report  on  the  prizes  for 
poetry  awarded  by  the  Academie 
Franchise.  Among  them  was  one 
for  me,  and  the  Secretary  had  men- 
tioned it  in  his  report  in  very 
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touching  terms,  by  which  I was 
greatly  moved.  Something  seemed 
to  urge  me  to  absorb  the  passing 
hour,  so  absolutely  radiant. 

During  the  day  we  had  to  go  out 
for  a little  while,  and  after  our 
return  home  my  husband  had 
settled  himself  close  to  me,  to  read 
to  me.  Nothing  pleased  me  more 
than  to  hear  him  read.  I loved  his 
grave,  emotional  voice,  with  its 
gentle  inflections.  When  we  read 
together  our  hearts  and  our  whole 
spirit  met  in  exquisite  feeling. 

Then  something  very  strange  hap- 
pened. Hardly  had  my  husband 
begun  to  speak  when  I felt  in  my 
ear  a sort  of  buzzing  sound  ; the 
syllables  kept  repeating  themselves, 
clashing  like  discordant  echoes,  the 
sounds  themselves  being  weakened, 
and  after  a few  minutes  of  listening 
I had  to  give  it  up. 

During  dinner,  however,  I man- 
aged to  understand  what  was  said 
when  it  had  been  repeated  several 
times.  My  husband,  seeing  that  I 
was  anxious,  tried  to  reassure  me, 
reminding  me  that  I had  at  times 
had  trouble  with  my  ears  through 
catching  cold  ; probably  I had 
taken  cold  again,  and  it  would  pass 
as  before.  Two  hours  later  I could 
no  longer  understand  words  spoken 
to  me  ; the  next  day  I could  not 
hear  voices,  or  noises  of  any  kind. 
My  ears  were  dead. 

That  night  was  dreadful  to  en- 
dure. My  husband,  filled  with  an 
anguish  which  was  every  moment 
more  apparent,  had  vainly  tried  to 
make  himself  heard.  As  soon  as  it 
was  possible  in  the  morning  he 
went  to  call  in  the  chief  specialist  of 
Bucharest.  But  when  it  was  a 
matter  of  questioning  me  what 
could  be  done  ? My  husband  had 
recourse  to  Braille,  and  from  that 
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instant  he  took  possession  of  my 
punch  and  frame  for  writing  the 
Braille,  and  they  became  inseparable 
when  he  was  with  me. 

After  the  doctor’s  * examination 
my  husband  wrote  in  Braille  the 
verdict  I so  anxiously  awaited. 
The  doctor  was  convinced  that  the 
trouble  would  yield  to  a rigorous 
treatment,  which  was  to  begin  with 
as  little  delay  as  possible. 

When  the  doctor  had  left  my 
poor  husband  was  obliged  also  to 
leave,  and  now  that  he  was  no 
longer  with  me,  and  I was  for  the 
first  time  deaf  and  blind  and  alone, 
I was  free  to  release  my  tears.  I. 
was  able  to  look  my  misfortune  in 
the  face.  I threw  myself  on  my 
knees,  but,  kneeling  by  my  bed, 
with  my  face  in  my  hands,  I could 
not  pray.  The  stroke  was  too 
sudden,  too  cruel  ; my  spirit  was 
in  a dizziness  of  suffering,  and  I felt 
as  if  I would  be  thrown  into  an 
abyss.  I.  felt  myself,  with  a horrible 
certainty,  falling,  falling ; I felt 
that  nobody  could  do  anything  for 
me.  And  yet  it  was  then  that 
courage  and  help  arrived,  for  if  I 
was  alone  in  my  silence  I was  not 
alone  on  Earth ; one  little  child  had 
need  of  me. 

I took  my  little  one  into  my  arms, 
and  was  able,  immediately,  with 
all  my  strength,  to  control  my 
feelings,  to  shut  the  eyes  of  my 
mind,  no  longer  to  see  this  dreadful 
nightmare,  to  be  a calm  and  kindly, 
nurse  to  this  child  that  needed  me  ; 
and  at  that  moment  I felt  that  Love 
would  be  my  salvation. 

That  first  day  was  a sad  and 
"solemn  and  sombre  opening  of  a 
new  world  for  me.  Now  I could  no 
longer  hear  answers  to  my  ques- 
tions, and,  in  the  absence  of  my 
husband,  no  one  could  explain  any- 


thing to  me.  I was  obliged  to  put 
everything  I wished  to  say  in  the 
form  of  a question  in  order  that  I 
might  be  answered  by  signs,  Yes 
or  No — Yes  by  two  light  pats  on 
my  hand,  and  No  by  a single  one, 
or  else  by  a backward  and  forward 
movement  of  the  tips  of  the  fingers 
on  my  hand. 

I was  now  cut  off  from  the  out- 
side world  ! But  it  was  all  so  recent 
and  so  sudden  that  at  times  I 
refused  to  believe  it.  I would  go 
about  striking  objects  which  would 
make  a full  sound,  but  it  was  all 
in  vain.  Even  as  late  as  the  day 
before  I had  been  able  to  hear  most 
of  the  travelling  sounds,  especially 
those  produced  in  the  room  in 
which  I was  ; they  had  attracted 
me,  given  me  a sense  of  direction, 
helped  me  to  look  around  me  in 
thought.  But  now  it  was  all  pitch- 
dark  night,  and  silence  profound. 

I no  longer  noticed  the  approach 
of  anyone.  I was  startled  whenever 
a hand  touched  me. 

At  last  the  moment  of  my  hus- 
band’s return  arrived.  How  can  I 
express  the  joy  of  finding  one* 
another  again  after  this  first  separa- 
tion ! How  well  I understood  the 
emotion  in  his  embrace  ! He  reso- 
lutely took  in  hand  the  Braille 
punch  and  wrote  me  the  doctor’s 
prescription.  After  having  finished 
writing  he  remained  a long  while 
without  stirring.  I was  anxious  at 
this,  and  as  I sought,  by  touching 
him,  to  read  his  thoughts  in  his 
attitude,  I saw  that  he  was  sitting 
with  his  elbows  on  the  table,  his 
head  in  his  hands,  apparently  bowed 
down  under  the  weight  of  some 
stunning  preoccupation. 

He  rose,  and  began  to  walk  up 
and  down  the  room.  Then,  having 
suddenly  stopped  near  me,  he  leaned 
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over  me,  and  1 felt  that  he  was 
shaken  with  sobs. 

“ You  are  weeping,  you  are 
weeping  ! ” I cried,  opening  my 
arms  to  him.  When  he  was  able 
to  control  himself  he  wrote  that 
he  could  not  bear  the  idea  of  my 
isolation.  “ Will  they  not  ever  be 
able  to  cure  me  ? ” I asked  ; and  he 
wrote  : “ There  are  more  chances 
for  than  against  ; that  is  the  exact 
truth.” 

The  next  morning  the  doctor 
examined  my  left  ear.  At  the  first 
moment  nobody,  not  even  I,  had 
thought  of  that  ear  ; so  long  had  it 
been  atrophied  and  out  of  service 
that  it  had  been  abandoned  from 
the  beginning  of  my  deafness.  Now 
it  was  found  that  that  ear  still 
caught  sounds  but  no  longer  dis- 
tinguished words.  The  doctor  said 
I was  to  exercise  it,  and  that  per- 
haps it  might  be  restored  to  use, 
and  they  began  to  talk  to  me  on  the 
left  instead  of  on  the  right.  It  was 
extremely  difficult  to  get  this  half- 
perished  ear  to  function.  At  the 
end  of  some  days  I was  able  to  hear 
‘with  it  a few  words,  but  I could 
understand  only  those  spoken  by 
my  husband.  To  exercise  the  ear 
he  would  talk  and  read  to  me  until 
the  sound  of  his  voice  could  no 
longer  be  heard,  after  perhaps  a 
quarter  of  an  hour,  and  then,  after 
a rest,  he  would  begin  again. 

There  was  a consultation  of  seven 
doctors  who  were  interested  in  my 
husband  and  my  case,  and  they 
ordered  a treatment  which  necessi- 
tated my  giving  up  the  care  of  my 
baby.  This  was  a fresh  grief,  for 
I feared  that  by  removing  my  child 
from  my  arms  they  might  be  de- 
priving her  of  my  place  in  her  life. 
One  thing  only  remained  to  me, 
the  presence  of  my  husband.  I 


waited  for  him  as  a shipwrecked 
mariner  awaits  the  rescuers. 

I have  still  with  me  a bundle  of 
relics,  piously  preserved,  which  tell 
what  then  made  up  our  life.  They 
consist  of  separate  sheets,  little 
squares  of  paper,  on  which  are 
written  in  Braille  the  conversation 
which  my  companion  in  adversity 
had  with  me.  I find  among  them, 
with  emotion,  even  the  menus  of 
certain  meals,  written  by  him  in 
quaint  language  for  my  amusement, 
that  he  might  know  the  joy  of  see- 
ing me  laugh.  Each  of  us  thought 
first  of  the  other,  and  we  found  in 
our  hearts  the  strength  and  the  will 
' to  be  (or  to  appear  to  be)  happy. 

I have  under  my  fingers  now  a 
little  square  of  paper,  very  old  and 
thin,  on  which  the  Braille  signs, 
almost  quite  worn  down,  have  to 
be  guessed  at  rather  than  read,  and 
in  them  I find  a sample  of  what  he 
used  to  write  to  me,  given  in  these 
simple  words  : “ The  future,  my 

beloved,  will  certainly  and  soon  be 
good.  As  for  me,  this  life,  for  the 
two  of  us  so  intimate,  suits  me  in 
every  way.”  All  this  wisdom,  all 
this  tenderness,  gradually  acted  on 
me.  The  ear  they  were  trying  to 
reawaken  seemed  to  make  a little 
progress.  My  loneliness  was  not 
quite  so  pronounced.  Not  that  I 
had  visitors,  for  I would  not,  could 
not,  receive  anybody  ! On  becom- 
ing, as  it  were,  a recluse,  my  first 
act  was  to  warn  my  friends  that 
they  could  no  longer  talk  to  me,  and 
to  beg  them  not  to  try  and  see  me. 
I felt  that  I was  being  shadowed, 
day  by  day,  by  the  grieved  and 
anxious  thought  of  many  hearts. 

And  now,  one  day,  I was  told 
that  my  dearest  friend  was  presently 
coming  to  see  me  from  Paris.  I had 
longed  for  some  time  to  see  her, 
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and  on  hearing  that  tomorrow  she  In  spite  of  the  hopefulness  of 
would  be  here  I experienced  such  an  the  doctors,  scarcely  any  good  re- 
anguish of  emotion  that  I could  not  suited  from  their  treatment.  With 
conceal  my  tears,  begging  my  bus-  my  left  ear  I still  continued  to  be 
band  to  prevail  on  her  not  to  see  me  able  to  hear  a very  little,  but  I coi^d**. 
now.  He  was  grieved,  and  remon-  recognise  the  voice  of  my  husband 
strated  with  me  in  a few  lines  which  only,  and  this  with  difficulty, 

I find  here  among  my  Braille  relics  : his  .shouting  and  repeating,  in  the 


Come,  come ! My  little  one,  you  must 
not  be  like  that ! Our  friend  will  be  de- 
lighted to  embrace  you  and  will  well  know 
how  to  share  her  joy  with  you.  Patience, 
beloved  ! Think  how  much  more  terrible 
would  be  this  affliction  if  you  had  neither 
child,  husband,  nor  affection  round  you. 

My  friend,  indeed,  refused  to  take 
notice  of  my  fears.  Impatient  to  . 
see  me,  she  did  not  wait  for  the  hour 
at  which  my  husband  would  be  in, 
but  hastened  to  me,  convinced  that 
she  could  do  without  any  inter- 
mediary between  us.  But  when  she 
tried  to  talk  to  me  she  understood 
how  much  she  was  mistaken.  Here 
was  my  friend,  with  all  her  dearness, 
her  charm,  her  kindness,  her  in- 
telligence, her  great  heart,  and  I 
could  no  longer  enjoy  these  things. 
Each  time  I spoke  to  her  my  hands 


right  ear  no  power  of  hearing  had 
been  recovered. 


I 


It  was  about  this  time  that 
made  a discovery  of  which  the  full 
significance  was  known  only  muc®f 
later.  Overcome  with  anguish,  I hur 
one  evening  on  my  husband’s  ne( 
with  my  two  hands  to  try  to  heal 
and  suddenly  the  voice  that  had 
been  so  faint,  so  far  away,  increase 
in  volume  and  came  close  ! 
seemed  almost  to  touch  it  with  mi 
fingers  ! The  words  now  became, 
accentuated,  took  on  form,  and 
could  hear  every  one  of  them.  Ho 
was  this  wonderful  change  effected 

We  were  not  to  know  till  later 
The  doctor  believed  it  all  due  to  the! 
betterment  of  the  ear,  and  the  ea 
was  certainly  improving:  But  fron 

the  time  when  I began  to  avai 


wandered  over  her  face,  striving  myself,  for  my  left  ear,  of  thos 


to  feel  something  of  the  thoughts 
which  could  no  longer  be  conveyed 
to  me.  But  it  was -of  no  use  my 
having  recognised  her  or  having 
her  near  to  me,  she  whom  I loved  so 
well,  for  we  remained  apart ; I had 
no  more  feeling  of  her  presence. 

The  Braille  frame,  with  the  sheet 
of  paper  ready  in  it,  was  always 
placed  beside  my  husband  at  table, 
and  he,  to  keep  me  posted  in  the 
doings  of  our  baby,  installed  in  her 


precious  aids  it  made  greater  pro 
gress  towards  recovery,  and  six 
months  later  my  friends  were  able 
once  more  to  converse  with  me. 

They  had  to  speak  loudly,  slowly, 
and  often  to  repeat  their  words, 
and  indeed,  even  so,  I could  not 
hear  everybody.  The  difference 
between  jny  former  deafness  and 
that  from  which  I now  suffered  was 
that  the  ear  could  not  now  receive 
any  communication  without  the 
high°chair  on  the  other  side  of  him,  help  of  my  hands.  It  was  twelve 
would  punch  out  a description  of  years  since  my  “ good  ” ear  had 
them  even  while  eating.  And  that  ceased  to  function,  and  in  the  other 
was  how  we  conversed  during  meals,  the  hearing,  which  had  been  revived 
with  sentences  written  and  lead  like  almost  extm- 
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little,  had 'remained  variable  and 
weak,  at  the  mercy  of  a touch  of 
cold,  which  sometimes  put  it  out  of 
use  for  hours.  If  my  hands  were 
jgggd  that  alone  was  enough  to 
ifijvent  my  hearing;  for  then  they 
sed  to  convey  to  my  brain  the 
rations  of  the  voice. 

was  dependent  on  the  unex- 
ted  turns  in  my  deafness,  and 
tinually  was  I in  fear  and  trern- 
lg  lest  I should  lose  contact  with 
young  family,  now  increased  by 
advent  of  a boy,  whose  subse- 
Hent  tenderness  has  rendered  more 
Seet  my  share  of  joy. 
pAs  my  ear  became  more  and  more 
fficient,  the  necessity  of  prac- 
ing  the  “ touch  ” led  me  to 
Velop  this  new  faculty,  which 
fally  became  almost  a new  sense 
me.  Vibrations  of  all  kinds 
lich  I had  not  previously  noticed 
iH>w  brought  with  them  a feeling  of 
(■[version  and  animation.  These 
vibrations  were  the  echoes  of  the 
^es  of  others  ! I have  learned  to 
predate  them,  and  even  to  con- 
11 1 myself  with  what  is  left  to  me. 
ey  convey  to  my  brain  an  impres- 
sion of  noise,  and  my  imagination 
lends  to  them  the  quality  of  sound. 

They  can  even,  in  a certain 
degree,  translate  to  me  those  little 
noises  around  us  which,  in  former 
days,  warned  me  and  helped  me  to  a 
sense  of  direction.  My  daughter, 
when  I was  hearing  less  well  than 
usual,  having  vainly  shouted  in  my 
ear  something  which  she  wanted  very 
much  to  tell  me,  at  last  began  to  talk 
to  me  through  a hollow  formed  by 
her  two  hands,  and  I understood 
her  ! Was  it  a revelation  ? It 
was  possible,  then,  to  understand 
speech  without  the  intervention  of 
the  ear,  by  the  vibration^jf  the 
voice  and  the  moveni|»|s  of  the  lips, 
through 


A year  or  two  later  the  publica- 
tion of  a book  by  Helen  Keller  told 
how  she  had  learned  to  read  from 
the  lips,  and  I was  Idled  with  en- 
thusiasm. Having  got  into  corre- 
spondence with  the  young  American 
woman,  I was  able  to  question  her 
on  her  marvellous  system  of  com- 
munication, and  this  is  the  explana- 
tion which  she  gave  me  : 

When  I want  to  listen  to  my  friends  I 
place  my  fingers  lightly  on  their  mouth, 
nose,  and  throat.  That  enables  me  to  feel 
all  the  vibrations  at  one  and  the  same 
moment ; and  often  I pronounce  their 
words  together  with  them  to  find  out  if  1 
understand  them. 

I was  so  well  prepared  by  the 
practice  of  a similar  system  that 
from  the  very  first  trial  a patient 
friend  was  able  to  read  to  me  and 
make  me  understand,  my  left  hand 
being  placed  on  her  throat  and  the 
fingers  of  my  right  hand  on  her  lips. 
What  a joy  it  was  ! I was  saved  ! 
Communion  with  my  dear  ones  was 
no  longer  impossible  ! How  fer- 
vently have  I thanked  God  for  the 
blessing  of  being  in  this  way  able  to 
communicate  with  my  sick  child  ! 
With  my  fingers  on  her  lips,  I had 
the  great  joy  of  being  able  to  recog- 
nise her  feeblest  words,  and  in 
listening  to  her  I had  the  illusion 
that  I really  heard  her  voice. 

Two  powerful  founts  of  light  have 
illumined  my  way  through  life — 
faith  in  God,  from  which  sprang 
Hope,  and  that  dear  Love  which 
has  eased  all  my  burdens,  ever 
succoured  me,  ever  consoled  me. 
From  not  being  able  to  see  my  loved 
ones  I have  often  suffered,  but 
infinitely  less  than  I have  from  not 
being  able  to  hear  them  talking. 
My  resignation  is  not  philosophy,  it 
is  the  effect  less  of  the  spirit  of 
sacrifice  than  of  the  spirit  of  love. 

I am  resigned  because  I love  them 
d because  I love  God. 


